A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
of combatants. We are dazed. When Germans,
Frenchmen, Belgians, and Britishers rise and stretch
at ii a.m., in the presence of each other, with an
Inner feeling of insecurity, lest some one may 'do the
dirty/ and be tempted to fire off a parting shot,
they are dazed - for no fighting man worth his salt
desired at that moment to do anything but forget
the past and forge the future.
All the world over, where men and women con-
gregated in large numbers they went mad. Not so
the fighting men fresh from the line, dumped down
In the liberated areas, where children beg for bread
and grown-ups thank God for delivery.
While the stay-at-homes of victorious countries
are dancing, and drinking in the capitals of Europe,
and patting themselves on the back because they
have won the war, Andrews, the valiant Andrews,
thruster, fighter and man of action, is issuing his
remaining mess stores personally to little children
who have never seen or cannot remember a tin of
fruit or known a Christmas party.
We march back to Croix.
Many of the men wear garlands, the gifts of
grateful people to old warriors no longer in the first
flush of youth, who have stuck it to the end, while
some carry joy banners, seized as souvenirs from the
cottage tops of hamlets,
As we cross the right Pecq causeway, over which